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A ndrew said he would buy the glow sticks himself. 
There was a great deal to do, for it was, after all, the big day. Rachel was sweeping the floors of the 
warehouse, near the outskirts of the city where rats and vermin dwelled. The disc jockey would be 
coming—later, however, for it was still early morning. And then Andrew thought what a morning—stale 
as week-old bread. 
What a trip! What a hit! The sounds of the broom caressing the floor, left and right, piling dirt into 
mounds before being collected and thrown away, before mopping and scrubbing; he heard the sounds 
of fresh air outside the confining walls of Bourton. How fresh the air outside was, how stale and dreary 
the air inside was—uninviting, an overwhelming maelstrom—pounding after pounding of the waves, 
cold and hopeless. Andrew would stand there behind the closed windows and glass doors, peering 
to the outside, capturing a glimpse of freedom behind the clear barrier; drowning under the lament in 
social services, the prison; drowning and looking until Charles said, “Plotting your escape?”—was that 
it? He would be back from Los Angeles soon, November or December, he forgot, for his emails were 
long and dull.
He stepped out of the warehouse doors into the dark and black alley. For having lived in New York—for 
how many months now? Over ten. Andrew became aware of a pause (possibly from his pulse, affected 
by HIV, the doctors said) and heard his watch beep, ten o’clock. 
Across the road, James stepped out of the clothing store onto the sidewalk with his boyfriend. Rick 
kept him close, nearby, to watch over his temperature and condition—James was ill and instructed to 
keep warm, particularly at this time of year. It was good for him to get out, outside his bedroom, outside 
the apartment, where he spent the majority of his time, lying in bed, sick. He had been sick for so long. 
Had been sick since he returned from the Mediterranean; on a cruise that traveled around Europe; on a 
cruise that highlighted the lighthouses of the coastlines. 
But James returned ill. That was months ago, nearly a year now. A year ago he came out to his parents. 
“Mom, Dad, I’m gay,” he told them. He worried that he was going to die, but he refused to die without 
his parents knowing the truth about him. So he told them.
“Mom, Dad, I’m gay.”
As the two walked back to their apartment, Rick took his arm and wrapped it around James’s 
shoulders, to keep him warm, to fend off the biting cold. “I heard of a rave tonight. We should go. It 
would be good for you to go out, for us to go out.”
Toward the beach they walked. Oh how James loved the beach—he would spend hours writing beside 
the lighthouse on the promontory. He would watch the waves crash incessantly on the shore, over and 
over; he would draw inspiration; he would write, page after page; he would write a poem, or a story, 
even a play or two before he would lift himself up, and carefully make his way back to their apartment.
Rick took out a black scarf that he had purchased from the store and wrapped it warmly around 
James’s neck. It had green stripes on it. “Maybe we can stop by the lighthouse before we go home,” 
James said, half-asking half-ordering. 
“Maybe tomorrow. It is a bit out of the way now and we should get you home before it grows too cold.” 
With that, Rick leaned in and kissed James on the lips. They continued on.
The party store had several colors and kinds of glow sticks: green, blue, white, orange, the sort that 
make bracelets, necklaces, and headwear, glow-in-the-dark clothing and decorations. All of 
which Andrew wanted for his rave. “Several hundred glow sticks, different colors please… Could I 
get a demonstration of that glow-in-the-dark t-shirt on the wall?” The store clerk dimmed the 
fluorescent lights.
Rick flicked the light switch on and escorted James to the bedroom of their studio apartment. He 
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helped him take off the scarf and his jacket, slip into the covers. Glorious warmth! How the sheets and 
the covers felt, how soft and comforting. James felt safest here, under the blankets with Rick; they were 
apart from the rest of the world.
It read a little past twelve on the alarm clock—James was due for a nap; he needed to rest, to keep his 
energy up. He shouldn’t exert himself too much. He drew the blankets close to his face and closed his 
eyes. Rick left the room to the kitchen where he grabbed a can of soda before plopping himself in front 
of the television: MTV, ESPN, Comedy Central—nothing really piqued his interest so he headed back 
into the bedroom, removed his jacket, and crawled into bed next to James. It was their apartment now; 
before, it was just Rick’s, but now it was theirs. 
“Mom, Dad, I’m gay,” he told them. He must have repeated himself a few times before it registered in 
their minds; their son was gay; their only son was gay. It wasn’t long before his father threw him out, 
disowned him. He only had one place to go from there, he knew Rick would take him in; they loved 
each other—regardless of what his parents thought or said or did—they loved each other. 
James had been ill for months now. He wasn’t sure why, and Rick knew as little as he did. He was 
sick, still, when his parents kicked him out, so he needed to nap. That’s what the doctor told him. Keep 
a healthy diet, reduce stress, and nap frequently. Rick pulled out his Greek 121 anthology; he had a 
midterm in a few days and felt the need to prepare. He would graduate at the end of the year with a 
Bachelor’s Degree in English and Literature, given he passed his courses—Greek Literature, A Survey 
of Women Writers, Contemporary British Authors, and Gender and Politics in Fiction. James had taken 
the semester off to get well, but he had every intention of returning to school in the spring semester, 
albeit more difficult now, since his parents would not be paying his tuition—but that’s what loans were 
created for.
Andrew requested that the glow sticks be delivered to the warehouse in the evening, his watch read one 
o’clock. He stepped off the city bus to take a detour into the park where several families were making 
the best out of the soft winter day. He saw clouds of pigeons fly above head and took care to remain 
under trees when they flew past. There were moths near the rose bushes. There were people he knew, 
people he recognized, and people he had yet to meet. “Come to my rave.” “Don’t forget about my 
rave.” “I’m holding a rave tonight.” He passed out flyers he had printed to the young men he thought 
would come, and to the young men he wanted to come. 
As he sat on one of the park benches, he noticed the letters being written in the sky—an advertisement 
no doubt, or perhaps a memo reminding someone how loved they are. Andrew could see the faces of 
the park goers, pursing their lips, forming them into the shape of whatever letter was written.
S. E. N. D. M. E. A. N. A. N. G. E. L.
“Send me an angel,” he said aloud—an advertisement for the local concert being held that weekend; 
every year the local punk radio station would hold the “Send Me an Angel” concert to help raise money 
for the local hospitals. 
“And how are we doing today?” A familiar voice whispered into his ears. It was Charles. He had 
returned like he said, in November or December. “Fine, I hope.”
He sat down and wrapped his arms around Andrew. He held on for hours before they had to return to 
their rooms upstairs. Their rooms were dusty, old; Bourton was a testament to the dusty, to the old. 
They spent the day hours cleaning; the dust spent the night hours resettling. Charles always reassured 
him that things would be fine, that they would breakaway from this; they were better than this. Time 
stood still in Bourton, locked in a complete trance of stagnation. At night, after the lights went out, 
Andrew would sneak out of his room, down the hall, up the stairs, to Charles’ room, beneath the stars 
that twinkled. He would creep back to his own room by morning, before breakfast.
It was true; Charles’ emails were dreadfully long, and quite dull; but that did not change what he meant 
to Andrew—what they meant to each other—then and now.
“I’ve missed you,” Andrew said softly, averting his eyes away from Charles.





“I’m holding a rave tonight. You must attend. Everyone must attend.”
“You never change,” Charles said lightly laughing. Always a rave. Andrew always threw a rave. He had 
many, since he was ill; he couldn’t do physically demanding labor, nor did he ever attend college. His 
girlfriend, Rachel, took care of him; they lived together—she was a physician’s assistant. He spent his 
time planning raves. Andrew was famous for them. 
“Another rave…”
Rick put his book down. He slipped quietly out of bed, as to not disturb James, and went over to the 
aquarium. The fish were fed. They would be helpless without Rick; James was helpless without Rick. He 
needed his support, his love—after his parents disowned him, all he wanted was Rick. 
“I don’t know if I’m well enough to go to the rave tonight. I’m not sure I’m up to it. I’d feel better just 
being at home, with you.”
“Does your head hurt again?”
“A bit… it’s what woke me up,” James said using his right hand to rub the back of his head. He was 
seated on the bed facing Rick. He was never up to go anywhere, ever since he became sick, and ever 
since he came out to his family. 
“How about we don’t decide until later tonight? If you feel better, promise me you’ll go.”
He lay back down and closed his eyes. “I promise.”
Rick stepped into the living room and dropped onto the couch. He took the remote and turned on the 
television to watch the early afternoon news. Nothing interesting, so he changed the channel until he 
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landed on the History Channel—on a documentary of World War II; Hitler and Churchill; Britain and 
Germany. Rick had such a fascination with WWII. Something about its context, its execution intrigued 
him. By no means was he an expert—a buff perhaps, certainly no expert. He remembered his history 
class in high school, how boring it was; but, World War II kept his interest, not the entire war—the 
Pacific didn’t interest him. It was the European.
He put the remote control onto the arm of the couch and sunk a little. He scanned the room for a bit, 
to see if everything was still in its place: the couch, the television, the table, all the chairs, the bookshelf 
filled with novels and plays, the painting of his mother a family friend had spent several years painting. 
When his mother died, Rick received the painting as a reminder of her. They were all in their 
appropriate places.
Andrew stepped into the alleyway and continued to walk till he found the back door of an 
old warehouse. 
“Three hundred,” a deep voice said from the shadows as a hand stretched out in front of Andrew. 
He handed over an envelope and was given a large paper bag in return, which he stuffed into his 
backpack, all two hundred ninety-nine—he had sampled one right then and there, to check for quality.
“For your rave?” the same deep voice said from the shadows. 
A simple nod.
It was for his rave. How he would let his guests down if he was a terrible host. How his rave would be a 
failure. No—it would be a success. He would not accept any other possibility.
On the streets to his apartment, he invited anyone he recognized to his rave.
“You will come to my rave.” “You must come to my rave.” “I’m having a rave tonight at the warehouse.” 
“Everyone will be there.”
He hoped Charles would be there. How he had missed him! Andrew had Rachel waiting for him; they 
had been together for two years now—loved each other, simply adored each other to no end. But oh 
how he missed Charles. They grew up together, experienced so much together. His cell phone rang; it 
was Rachel calling to remind him to take his medication—it was time for his medication.
“Are you awake?” Rick said from the couch, loud enough to wake James up if he was still asleep; it was 
time for him to wake up, three o’clock.
There was no answer. Rick, figuring that he might still be asleep, raised himself from the couch and 
walked over to the bedroom, but there he noticed that Andrew was not in bed. Maybe he went to the 
bathroom—people sometimes do when they are sleeping or napping. He saw light from under the 
bathroom door and heard the shower running. 
Knocked.
“Are you in there?” Again, there was no answer. So Rick knocked louder and yelled louder. “Are you in 
there? James! James! Are you ok? Are you in the bathroom?”
Silence.
Panicked, Rick ran into the closet and came out with a screwdriver—to remove the bathroom door, one 
screw at a time, one hinge at a time, until the door came down and he could find Andrew. The room 
was filled with steam and the mirror was fogged over. There he sat slouched over in the corner of the 
bathroom, legs fully extended but limp; his head drooped down onto his chest; his arms lay in front of 
him with razor marks and blood all along his wrists up to his shoulders. Criss-crossing. Rick felt as if his 
own wrists were slit; like he had died at that moment—he was taken away from him; everything was 
taken away from him.
The shower was still running and the mirror was still fogged up; there was a note taped to the mirror. 
Words and words about how much Rick meant to him; how he loved him; how he was a burden—he 
was too sick for his own good, his head hurt—it would be better to free him. 
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Charles stepped off the curb without paying too much attention to the traffic and nearly got hit by the 
passing ambulance—despite sirens and lights. What a marvel! People could receive proper medical help 
in a matter of moments, truly remarkable. Miracles of modern medicine. To be living in the Modern Age! 
He saw the ambulance park in front of an apartment complex. Poor soul, he thought, at least the 
paramedics were there to help him.
Rachel served the salmon. It was soft, pink, and smelled of garlic and lemon. There was rice pilaf, a 
simple green salad, and wine. 
“I hope you like dinner tonight,” Rachel said.
“I know you spent a lot of time cooking, but you know I don’t particularly like fish.”
“Just give it a try. You’ll need the energy for your rave tonight. It’s in a few hours isn’t it?”
“At ten.”
He took a bite to appease her; it wasn’t horrible, he thought. Still, not fond of fish. The rice was good, 
so was the salad with vinaigrette dressing. He turned on the television—customary after dinner—to the 
six o’clock news.
“In local news, a young man has committed suicide this afternoon…”
Death? Why had he chosen death? There must have been another option, choose life; there was 
another option—he just didn’t decide on that one. He changed the channel.
“Breaking news. A young man…”
There he was again. That young man had chosen death. He was on every channel, but did that mean 
he was on everyone’s mind? Would his death be present at the rave tonight? Was my rave ruined? 
Boxes of glow sticks were going to waste. The alcohol, the acid, the music, the dancing, the trips, were 
all going to waste.
Why did he die? Why did he have to ruin the rave?
What a disaster! What a mess! Four hours longer until the rave was scheduled to begin and already 
Andrew’s hopes for its success were dashed, mauled to death by death itself. He turned the television 
off and began to pace uneasily around the living room.
It was already dark outside. 
Rachel had tended to the dishes and retreated to the bedroom to start on some of her work; she 
called families to remind them of appointments during the evening. They had met through a mutual 
friend, three years ago, at an outdoor theater. It was a Shakespearean play; Cymbeline —was it? The 
show was horrid, a complete catastrophe—like his rave would end up tonight. 
A complete and utter catastrophe.
“Have fun at your rave tonight,” Rachel said to him.
“I will,” Andrew said, without any hope, he had lost it all at that 
point. He put on his coat, it was eight o’clock; he needed to 
arrive early to set up. He needed to direct where the DJ should 
set up, where the bar would be, the lights. 
While he was standing on a ladder stringing up small white 
lights—like fireflies, Charles’ familiar voice said, “Am I early?”
